extend to a considerable depth. There are about 
a dozen other species, which we shall pass with- 
out remark, as the distinction between them can 
only be discovered by a botanist. There is one 
other species, however, that must claim our par- 
ticular attention as it is a great favorite ; 

“ Not for thy azure tint though bright, 

Nor form so elegantly light, 

I single thee thou lovely fiower 
From others of the sylvan bower. 

Thy name alone is like a spell. 

And whispers love in Speed-thee-well.” 

Twamlgt. 


It is by some termed the “ Forget-me-not,” but 
its common name is the Germander Speedwell, 
(V. chamoedrys), and differs materially from the 
true forget-me-not, (Myosotis palustris.) 

“ Sweet Germander ! I love thy flower 
Of meek and modest blue. 

Which meets the noon and evening hour, 

The storm, the sunshine, and the shower. 

And changeth not thy hue.” 

This gay and pretty bright blue flower is very 
common on our banks, bearing spikes of blossoms 
springing from the axils of the leaves, which are 
long, heartshaped, wrinkled, and placed opposite 
on the stalk, and covered with hairy down. It is 
a flower that attracts the attention of every wan- 
derer, and forms a pretty addition to our bou- 
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quets of wild flowers. It will even form a pretty 

showy bunch when only combined with the greater 

Stitchwort ; and the following pretty lines were 

composed on presenting a bunch of such flowers : 

“ I send thee but the simple flowers that blossom’d in 
the wild. 

The flowers I used to gather and delight in when a 
child j 

1 would not send thee gaudy blossoms from the gar- 
den bed, 

More mildly sweet, the wild earth’s flowers which smile 
beneath our tread. 

“ They teach a mood of gentleness and love to all the 
earth; 

Unto the simple heart and true they tell their quiet 
worth ; 

And say to those who tread in peace the humble walk 
of life, 

Their path is strew’d with many flowers to soothe 
the pains of strife. 

“ They blossom in the gay fields where our sorrows 
are forgot ; 

Where the guilty and the stem step of the proud man 
cometh not, 

And though we think their ‘ perfume wasted on the 
desert air,’ 

Yet who shall tell what angel spirit sports amidst 
them there. 

“And now they.bearmy message unto thee, and, silent 
still 

Speak all the heart’s true love and lore, and kindness 
and good will, 


